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Wallace Stevens 

For the listener, who listens in the snow, 

And, nothing himself, beholds 

Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is. 



TEA AT THE PAI.AZ OF HOON 

Not less because in purple I descended 
The western day through what you called 
The loneliest air, not less was I myself. 

What was the ointment sprinkled on my beard? 
What were the hymns that buzzed beside my ears ? 
What was the sea whose tide swept through me there ? 

Out of my mind the golden ointment rained, 
And my ears made the blowing hymns they heard. 
I was myself the compass of that sea: 

I was the world in which I walked, and what I saw 

Or heard or felt came not but from myself; 

And there I found myself more truly and more strange. 



THE CUBAN DOCTOR 

I went to Egypt to escape 

The Indian, but the Indian struck 

Out of his cloud and from his sky. 

[5] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

This was no worm bred in the moon, 
Wriggling far down the phantom air, 
And on a comfortable sofa dreamed. 

The Indian struck and disappeared. 
I knew my enemy was near — I, 
Drowsing in summer's sleepiest horn. 



ANOTHER WEEPING WOMAN 

Pour the unhappiness out 
From your too bitter heart, 
Which grieving will not sweeten. 

Poison grows in this dark. 
It is in the water of tears 
Its black blooms rise. 

The magnificent cause of being — 
The imagination, the one reality 
In this imagined world — 

Leaves you 

With him for whom no phantasy moves, 

And you are pierced by a death. 
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